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Born Slutty 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s not great, INI give it that, but it\'s what\'s oozed from my mind after a lovely period of feeling a bit 


desert-ish. 


The crowd roared as the last notes of Paradise City drifted into the night. Lights and pyrotechnics lit the sky 
as the band began to head off into the wings. 


From beneath his dark fringe, Izzy surveyed the crowd one last time. A small smile twitched his lips as he 
lifted his guitar over his head. For once, everything seemed to have gone to plan No-one was too blitzed on 
drink or drugs, every song had been tight and note perfect and, most importantly, Axl had taken to the stage 
on time and in a shockingly good mood. 


Something had to be wrong. 


‘More! More! More!" the crowd roared in unison, excited and amped on adrenaline and booze. 


Shaking the thought from his head, Izzy ignored the screams of the crowd and headed into the darkness at 
the side of the stage. For a moment, he was temporarily blinded and his eyes searched for the luminous 
stretch of tape that would lead him to safety. Stopping, he looked around himself, confused and disorientated. 
The tape had been there earlier; he'd followed it to the stage. But now it was gone. 


In the background, somewhere backstage, he could already hear the party starting. Laughter, screams and the 
sound of pounding music overcame the sound of the still screaming crowd. Swallowing, Izzy felt the crushing 
sense of claustrophobia begin to take over. A light sweat broke out on his body as his breaths came in shaking 
pants. Turning, he could see the bright lights of the stage. Swinging around again, he was faced with the 
impenetrable darkness. Panic began to engulf him as he took a step forward. 

"Fuck," he hissed, his ankle crunching into something. 

Reaching into his pocket, he was about to pull his lighter out when fingers locked tightly around his wrist. His 
breath hitched as he jumped and turned to look. A dark figure was holding onto him. Unable to make out who it 
was, Izzy struggled, pulling back a little. 

"Let go," he growled, his teeth gritted. 


A low chuckle filtered through the heavy darkness and Izzy stiffened, digging in his heels as the hand tugged 


on his wrist. 

"Come on Izzy," Slash whispered. "We got a surprise for you." 

Shaking his head, Izzy grunted and pulled himself to a stop, watching as Slash's shadow swayed to a stop. 

"| don't like surprises," he hissed 

Slash's husky chuckle filled the air again. "You'll love this one. Trust me." 

Biting his lip, Izzy defiantly shook his head. "No. No surprises." 

Suddenly, Slash was pressed against him. The hackles on Izzy's neck rose as he looked into the dark face. A 
strong arm tightened around his waist and, despite his best efforts, Izzy found himself being dragged through 
the darkness. Snarling, he struggled, leaning in to bite at Slash's neck Sliding to a stop, Slash gripped Izzy's hair, 
pulling his head back. 

"No biting," he said with a low laugh. "You'll get to do enough of that soon" 

Swallowing, Izzy breathed, nostrils flaring as he was dragged into brightly lit backstage area. Izzy shrunk back 


as they entered. He'd never liked the parties that were thrown after the shows, thought them a waste of 


money that would be better spent elsewhere. Tonight was no exception 


Tables were laid with the finest foods. Skimpily clad waitresses ferried the food to ogling band members and 
crew. Champagne flutes were piled into pyramids, the expensive liquid flowing down the sides. The rest of the 
band were spread out over comfortable looking couches, arms around girls, hands clasping drinks and 


cigarettes. 


"Hey Axl!" Slash yelled as he planted a swift kick to the back of Izzy's knees. With a grunt Izzy tumbled down, 


knees crunching into the concrete floor. "Your little toy's herel" 


With wide eyes, Izzy looked up through his fringe of hair as Axl slid from a couch. The red-head slowly walked 
towards him, his lips curling into a smirk. Shaking, Izzy tried to stand, only for a strong hand to clamp onto his 
shoulder. A pitiful cry escaped his lips as his knees once again crunched with the floor. 


"Wha -" he quietly began as Axl stopped in front of him. 

Axl reached out a hand, long fingers gently caressing his scalp. Fear rose in Izzy's stomach; Axl had never 
touched him like this before. Never laid a tender hand to him. The green eyes were now darkened with a lust 
that stopped Izzy's heart. 


What the fuck was going on? 


Dragging his gaze from Axl's, he noticed that the rest of the band were circling him like sharks. One by one, 
they stopped, each of them wearing the same grin that was etched on Axl's face. The grin that had Izzy's 
throat drying and eyes widening. 


To his right, Duff towered over him, while Steven was on his left. From the hand that still gripped his 
shoulder, Izzy knew that Slash was behind him. 


He shivered as Axl's velvet soft fingers trailed over his cheek and beneath his chin, curling and lifting his eyes 


back to that gaze. 
"W-what do y-you all w-want?" he innocently asked. 


Axl's smirk widened and his eyes dropped to the front of his tight jeans. How Izzy had not noticed the growing 
bulge he didn't know and he recoiled back in shock, shaking his head, a blush staining his cheeks. 


"N-no," he stammered as disembodied hands pushed him back into the tightening cirlce. "P-please. N-not this." 
Axl chuckled, shoulders shaking. "We've been watching you lzz. We're horny and you're ripe for the plucking." 
Shrinking back on his heels, Izzy shuddered as Axl's tight jeans slowly slid down his legs, pooling around his 
ankles. True to form, he wasn't wearing underwear and his throbbing prick popped up. Izzy hung back, trembling 


as Axl's fingers tightened in his hair, tugging him closer. A purr rumbled from Axl's lips as his grin widened. 
Swallowing, Izzy looked up at him, his forehead covered in a sheen of sweat. 


He shook his head, dark hair falling into his eyes as he whispered, "Please, no." 
Axl mirrored him, shaking his head as he pulled Izzy's mouth in line with his cock. 
"Suck it," he hissed, tongue licking over his teeth. 


Weakly, Izzy shook his head, eyes dropping to the cock in front of him. Taking a deep breath, he resigned 
himself to being used by his band-mates. Parting his pouting pink lips, he flicked his tongue out, licking the head 
of Axl's cock. The tiny droplet of pre-come tickled his tongue, making him wince at the odd taste before it slid 
down his throat. He watched as Axl wrapped his free hand around his oozing cock, offering it to him like some 
kind of obscene gift. Another white droplet formed at the slit and Izzy leaned forward, tentatively wrapping his 
lips around the pulsating head. He flinched as Axl tugged on his hair, closing his eyes as his nose was pushed 


into the thatch of pubic hair. 


Axl's sighs filled his ears as he gently sucked, the fingers again tightening in his hair and pulling him closer. 
Whimpering, lzzy took the strained erection further into his mouth, his tongue recoiling into his mouth at the 
odd intrusion. There was a snarl and Axl's fingers tightened again, forcing his mouth further down his cock. 


"Take it, bitch," he hissed, seeming to ignore Izzy's gags and splutters of protest. 


Gasping for air, Izzy fought back the tears of frustration. Fighting with his gag reflex, he opened his throat 
and let Axl's cock bump into the back of mouth. Instantly, he was coughing and choking, phlegm and mucus 
spluttering from his nose. Opening his eyes, he looked up at Axl, silently pleading with him to let him go. Instead 
the red-head just pouted and pushed his hand to the back of Izzy's head. His fingers tightly curled around his 
skull, holding Izzy's mouth to his groin. Coughing and choking, Izzy squeezed his eyes shut, forcing himself and 
his throat to relax. Gagging out a sob, he slowly began to suck again, his tongue cautiously tasting the 


unfamiliar flesh. 
H wasn't so bad. It didnt taste too weird. 


Keeping his eyes firmly shut, Izzy expelled a sigh and tightened his mouth around Axl's cock. A chuckle rose in 
his chest as he scraped his teeth along the erection He was in control. For however long it took for Axl to 


reach orgasm, he was in control. 


Above him, Axl shuddered and moaned, Izzy wincing a little as his fingers tugged on his hair. Another cough 
tickled his throat as he felt Axl's cock harden further, engulfing his mouth. He never thought that he'd ever 
find himself on his knees sucking cock. Especially not Axl's cock. Yet there was something oddly comforting 
about having his mouth wrapped around his friend's cock. It fitted so well, as if it was supposed to be there. 


A guttural groan filled the air and Izzy's eyes snapped open as Axl spilled himself into his mouth. Hungrily, Izzy 
sucked and drank, droplets of warm come sliding from between his lips. Axl rocked his hips a few more times 


before Izzy let another hand pull his head back. 


With glazed eyes, he looked up to see Slash towering over him, his cock in his hand. From beneath the curls, 


Izzy watched a smile creep across his face as he nudged his cock between Izzy's come stained lips. 


Teasingly Izzy licked his lips before eagerly setting to work on Slash. With his head back, the hard piece of 
flesh easily slid down his throat. Hungrily, he set to work, throat and mouth working around the other 
guitarists cock. Izzy could feel his already tight jeans tightening more as his own cock began to swell. Sliding a 
hand down his body, his fingers were just inching into the waistband of his jeans when a hand locked around his 
wrist. His eyes quickly opened, frantically looking around. A grinning Steven was knelt before him, strong 


drummer fingers locked around his slender wrist. 
"Uh-uh," he purred as he shook his head, free hand reaching out to capture Izzy's other hand. 


Izzy's brow furrowed as he glared at Steven, mouth still painfully filled. Fingers tickled beneath his chin and he 
flicked his pained eyes back towards Slash. The tanned man smiled down at him and rocked his hips, humping 
Izzy's mouth. Unable to do anything about his own, painful, erection, Izzy gave him a teasing wink before closing 
his throat around the hard flesh. A groan flowed from Slash's mouth, the curls bouncing in response to his 


weakening knees. 
"Fuck Izz." Slash panted, hand holding Izzy's head back 


Izzy suddenly didn't care about the position he was in. He'd never, in a million years, have thought that finding 
himself on his knees and restrained would be a turn on. But it was. And once the humiliation of being used by 
his bandmates was done, he was going to make damn sure to find a dark corner to attack his own raging hard- 


on in. 


Another groan escaped from the lead guitarist and Izzy felt warm come pump down his throat. Closing his 
eyes, he gratefully drank it down, tiny droplets sliding from between his lips and to his chin As with the 
others, he carried on sucking until Slash disappointedly pulled away. For a moment, the two guitarists stared at 
each other, Izzy's neck strained at an uncomfortable angle. Both panted, glazed eyes drinking in each other. 


Finally, Slash he let him go and Izzy let his head drop to his chest, exhausted. 


But all was not over. With Slash's come glittering on his chin, Izzy found his weary head being wrenched 
around. His knees ached and his chest heaved as he lifted his glazed eyes to Steven. The strong fingers that 
had held him back now pulled on his hair, forcing him to look into the hooded blue eyes. Tugging his head to a 
painful angle, Steven studied him, taking in his prize. Steven's free hand slowly unlaced his leathers and Izzy felt 
his tongue flick out, wetting his lips in preparation. 


The tight leathers inched down, squeaking a little as they did. Izzy's eyes lit up as Steven's cock popped out. 
Willingly, hungrily, Izzy knelt up and swallowed the throbbing piece of flesh. 


A sigh of contentment slipped from Izzy's lips as Steven's prick slid easily into his mouth. His jaw ached, his 
muscles red-hot with pain, but he found himself oddly lulled by the steady back and forth motion of sucking 


cock. 
Maybe | was made for this? 


Eyes slipping shut, he let a hand trail between Steven's legs. He grinned as he felt the blonde shudder at the 


fingers on his balls. 

"Yeah Izz" he purred. "You suck it" 

Growling, Izzy grinned and nipped at the appendage in his mouth. Another groan filled the air and Steven 
convulsed, his warm seed sliding easily down Izzy's welcoming throat. As he carried on sucking the softening 
flesh, Izzy found himself panting along with the voices around him. Once again, he tried to reach for his own 


throbbing erection Again, he found his arms pinned painfully behind him. 


Groaning, he let his head fall forwards, eyes slipping shut as his arms were stretched out behind him. His 
whole body ached, his shoulder joints screamed as he fell forwards. 


"No more." he whimpered. "Please." 
Someone tugged on his arms and Izzy tiredly looked up. The eager faces of Axl, Slash and Steven looked down 
at his used body. All were still in various states of undress, hands wrapped around hard cocks as they stroked 


themselves back into hardness. 


His arms were tugged again and Izzy tiredly let out a groan as he looked over his shoulder. Duff smiled at him, 


eyes twinkling as he offered his dick to Izzy. 

"Come on," he purred. "My turn now." 

Desperately Izzy shook his head, hair plastered to his face. 
"No more." he hoarsely repeated. "Please." 


He battled to hold back the tears, choking as the skinny blonde cradled the back of his head. The rounded, 
pulsating head of the hard shaft was pressed against his lips, coaxing him to open up. 


But he didn't want to! Not again! 


But strong, long fingers tugged on his hair and Izzy let his eyes slip shut, whimpering as Duff began to pry his 
lips open. Izzy's brain desperately raced: what to do?! Stay quiet and whine until he was let go? Or open his 
mouth to protest and risk Duff shoving his cock down his throat? 


Held at an unusual angle, Izzy trembled against his captor. Again he shook his head, the bulging head of Duff's 


cock smearing salty pre-come over Izzy's dried and cracked lips. 


With his dark eyes still squeezed shut, he hissed, "Please.. No." Gritting his teeth, he repeated, "No.." 


Duff's cock impacted against his teeth and Izzy felt the silky pre-come seep between them, dripping against his 


tongue. 
"Come on Izz," he heard Axl growl. "Let Duff have his fun" 


A single tear glistened on his eyelashes, hanging for a moment before dropping to his cheek. Duff's cock still 
rested against his teeth and, with a sob that tore at his soul, Izzy slowly wrapped his lips around it. 


Once more, the soft sounds of a hard cock being sucked filled the space. Opening a damp eye, Izzy sadly peered 
at his friends. Were they his friends though? Forcing him to kneel on the rough, cold concrete in the back of 
some arena hardly seemed like friendship. At least not in his mind Izzy's heart went into free-fall as he peered 


over Axl's shoulder. A cool, unblinking, forever watching camera lens was trained on him. Watching him be 


humiliated at the hands of these friends. 


His eyes slipped shut once again, eyelashes sticky with pained tears. But the pain of what? Humiliation? Broken 
trust and friendship? Sadness? Or excitement? As much as the situation had hurt and angered him, Izzy had 
also felt extreme excitement. An exhilaration that coursed through his veins like fiery oil. The kind of of 
excitement that raised hackles and goosebumps as he'd been forced to kneel before his leering bandmates. The 
kind of excitement of being watched by others and the moment captured for all prosperity. Izzy could feel his 
cock twitching and hardening in his already too-tight leathers. The sadness and humiliation ebbed away as he 


gave back into the moment. 


The thoughts of his taunt and aching muscles died as Izzy let himself bend back, throat opening as he took 
Duff's length down. From above him came an appreciative moan, a hand briefly tightening in his hair. Izzy 
snarled around Duff's erection as his own hard-on throbbed, reminding him that once this was over he would 
have to beg for his own relief. He suspected he wouldn't be allowed to just up and walk without giving the band 
a little show of his own. Would that be filmed and stored away as well? Izzy grinned and nipped at Duff's cock, 
tongue twisting and wrapping around it, teasing and torturing the blonde into orgasm. 


A second later and Duff let out a guttural moan as he spilled his seed into Izzy's welcoming mouth. Flicking his 
tongue over the head, the brunette gladly drank everything that was offered him, smiling as the smooth fluid 
flowed down his throat and into his belly. Duff moaned with regret as his cock softened and he released Izzy. 
Sliding to his knees, Izzy let his head fall forward, panting. Dark hair plastered his face, damp with sweat. Beads 
of come had dried on his chin and lips and he felt dirty, used and abused. But it was something he'd enjoyed. 
And he had a feeling it would be something he'd end up doing again and again. Without looking up, he began to 
tug at the laces of his leathers, tiny whimpers and mewls escaping his lips as he pushed a hand inside. 


wun 


Snowy static danced over a television screen, the monodic hiss filling the room. On the floor in front of the TV 


was a small padded envelope which bore just the recipient's address. A plastic DVD case lay beside it. And on 
the couch across the room, sat Izzy, eyes closed and trousers around his ankles, head back against the soft, 
welcoming fabric. In all the years that had passed, he'd never forgotten the moment. And it seemed that 


someone else hadn't either. 


~~The End~~ 


